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The sighing of the wind takes up the reproach:

ff We are songs;
Thou shouldst have, proclaimed us"

The Dewdrops dripping from the branches of
the charred tree trunks say:

ff We are tears
Unshed for ever"

The broken straws at his feet complains

ff We are deeds;
Thou shouldst have achieved us"

And even Ase's sad voice is heard far away:
ff Youve driven me the wrong way"

As he flees from these accusing voices Peer
Gynt Is met, at the cross-roads, by a symbolical

messenger of Divine judgment called the " But-
ton Moulder." In childhood Peer used to mould
buttons In a ladle, and when a button was poorly
cast he would fling It into the melting pot to be
cast afresh. The Button Moulder carries with